Dinner Time 


Author: Scotchy 

Bands: Jerry Cantrell - solo, Nickelback 
Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Chad Kroeger 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Wed Oct 31 2007 06:57:38 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Dinner Time 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s kinda predictable, but | hope you like it anyway. 


"Hey, man, what's up?" 


He sauntered through the doorway, his expensive cologne floating around him like a musk aura. His hair, 
obviously trimmed and bleached recently, bounced as golden spirals in the space between his chin and 
shoulders. His cheeks were fuller, his body wider, thick. It was clear to me that life had been treating Chad well 


since the last time we'd met, because he looked good--he looked damn good. 
"Not much," | replied. "How you doin?" 


As | just said, | already knew the answer to that question. It was written all over him. In fact, | knew just how 
happy, how well nourished he was when he sat down on the couch next to me. Despite the heavy odor of his 
cologne, | could smell that he'd just ate: perogies drenched in butter, washed down with a brew, knowing Chad, 
probably a Corona, followed by a slice of key lime pie.. with whipped cream. There was also a hint of something 


else, a floral, fruity smell- more than likely perfume from a woman he'd brushed up against. That part | could 
do without. That part | reached into my brain and discarded, just like you'd carve out the bruised spot from a 
near perfect apple. | focused on Chad's natural scent, his raw, sweaty, salty, meaty smell. When he spoke, his 
voice vibrated in the air like a current that tapped against my skin Imagine swimming in a lake and a speed 
boat zooms by, and the current, the waves slap against you, and you're hypnotized by it, you want to let the 
water go over your head, you want to let it pull you under, drown you. | hadn't expected his nearness to be so 


intense. | had to get some distance between us or things would go way too fast.. go terribly wrong. 


| got to my feet and moved across the room. Immediately | sensed Chad's change in mood, his concern. His blue 


eyes widened and followed me. 
"What's wrong, Jerr?" 


A breathy laugh sifted through my teeth. | grabbed my pack of cigarettes from the kitchen counter and then 
reached, stretching my body to the counter's far side to get my ashtray. It helped not having my eyes on 
him. "Nothin." | said. "I'm okay." 


But | wasn't. | hadn't been okay in a long, long time. Things had happened since we'd been apart, things, that if | 
told him, would chase him out of my life forever. Don't get me wrong. | was definitely up for a chase, only not 


that kind. Not here. Not right now. 


"Well, what did you want to see me about?" he asked. "What was so-" His eyebrow arched, his lip curled, 


mocking me- "urgent?" 
| lit my cigarette, inhaled, holding the smoke deep inside my chest. | needed the nicotine to calm me. | couldn't 
freak out now. The time had to be right--dusk, at the very least, and | had to get him out of here, out of the 


city. This wasn't something you wanted to do in your living room, believe me. The clean up, for one. Secondly, | 


wasn't looking forward to finding excuses for the neighbors when they heard Chad's screams. 


"Let's take a drive," | replied, my eyes closed. Then | opened them to see his reaction. When he hadn't made 
one, | added, "Let's jump in the Suburban and head out of town-" 


"What for?" He frowned. "What's going on?" 

"| just wanna take a drive to clear my head." 

"It's that bad?" Chad asked. 

| stared him straight on and nodded. "Yeah. It's that bad." 

Ten minutes later we were in Chad's Lamborghini Diablo (at his fucking persistent insistence because, you know, 


a Suburban ain't his fucking cup of tea) flying around the curves of a two-lane road that took us out of LA. | 
made him drive east, not that it mattered, but it was in the direction of Oklahoma, and since this thing had 


happened to me, that's where it seemed my spirit roamed. Something about that being where my bloodline 
originated, | think Maybe it also had something to do with my dad and brother being there. | had a strong 
sense of needing to be apart of something, belonging to a group, but despite that | stayed away from my 
family. | also kept a healthy distance from Sean and Mike. Until | knew how to do this thing right | needed to 
stay far away from kin and anyone who was my source for bread and butter. Chad was neither and, 
therefore, expendable. Well, sort of. | didn't want to fuck up and kill him, but truth of the matter was, he was 
who | craved-- Chad, who came to me in my fucked up, fever-induced nightmares. If | could share this with 
him it might bring me some peace, keep me content enough to leave everyone else out of it. He could take one 
for the team.. in my eyes he could, anyway. l'm sure if I'd asked him he'd tell me to fuck off, that he wasn't 
going to be a passenger on this non-stop, one way trip to hell. But I'm sorry. He didn't have a fucking choice. 


"Take that road up there on the left." 


| flicked my finger, waving an arm out over the dashboard and towards him. | watched his hands rotate and 
maneuver us into a turn. | studied the blue lines of his veins, the pulse in his wrist as he flipped a hand to 
grab the steering wheel from the underside. It blinked at me, caught my attention, made me stare at it like 
you do would a flickering candle flame. | felt the heat of his body flare out at me, smelled him again, only this 
time he smelled like something else. Food And | don't mean what he just ate. | mean HIM. He might as well been 
a medium rare porterhouse steak with roasted carrots and potatoes. It was taking every ounce of my will to 
resist Chad. | won't go into the fact that | heard and felt the movement of all his muscles beneath his clothes: 
his thighs flexing and tightening beneath the soft faded denim of his jeans, the tension of his biceps under his 
t-shirt.. the rack of creases that his abdomen was contracting in and out of with his breathing... Oh God help 
me. Shit. Like He would help me... 


"What the fuck is wrong with you, man?" 

| sucked in a breath, not even realizing l'd been holding it, and opened my eyes. Fuck. Somehow I'd pushed myself 
up against the passenger side door, my shoulders crammed up against the ceiling of the car, my chin bent 
down, touching my chest, my legs trying to get to a stand. Jesus, my fucking eyeballs were sweating. Energy 
was gathering up inside me, telling me | had to run, and | had to do it now. A wave of clausterphobia twisted 
my stomach. No, this car was way too fucking small. | felt like a caged animal. Shit. Well, | guess | was. 

"You gotta pull over," | said, and | noticed my voice had changed. It was low, gravelly, like it came from my gut, 
not my vocal chords. Chad noticed it too. His eyes grew wider. His thick eyebrows rose. His head kept turning 
so he could alternate his sight from me to the road. It made a stray golden tendril fall in front of his eyes. 
"Dude, you're not.. on something. are you?" 

"Fuck," | growled. "I wish." After a couple more shallow breaths | yelled, "Pull over!" 


| can't!" he screamed. "It's nothing but trees and brush on either side of us." 


Inside the voice was saying, Yeah, that's the idea, you dipshit. 


"PULL OVER!" This time my voice boomed. My left eye-tooth nicked my lip when I'd spoke. | could taste blood. 
Oh shit. That was not going to help. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head. Somehow | could still talk. "Pull 
the fuck over, Chad, or l'm going rip your throat out, right herel" Then | laughed, a stuttered, wicked cackle. 
My lips pulled into a grin over my extending teeth. "I know you don't want blood all over your Italian leather 


seats." 


"Oh shit” He looked at me again, still pinned up against the inside roofing of his car, and yelped like I'd already 
attacked him. | hadn't even laid a finger on him. He was scared.. really, really scared, and that just made him 
more delicious. | reached an arm out towards him, but that's when the car swerved off the road, the tires 
going over the rough terrain bumped me around and slammed me into the dashboard, my head clapped against 
the windshield. (Make that Seat belts-| Jerry-O) Before | could get my bearings | heard the hydraulics in the 
driver side door taking it up like a giant wing, heard the car's alarm go off to alert that Chad's seat belt had 
been released with the motor running. | also heard his boots hit and crush dried grass, heard his breathing, 


first heavy, then fading into quietness as he ran farther out of ear reach. 


| just sat there with my eyes closed, seeing him in my mind: the stretch of his legs as he bound over fallen 
trees, over rocks, around tree trunks. It wasn't my mind that still smelled him, though. Chad was in full 
perspiration now. There was no way | could lose him with that strong of a scent. It waved behind him like an 
elongated, crimson flag, stretching from him to me. It was so strong | could feel it, brush my fingertips over 
its silk, rub my cheek against it. That's why | bid my time gathering my thoughts in the car. | wanted to drag 
this out. It was too delicious to rush. It's like sex. If you maintain control, hold off, tease a little, when you 


finally hit the sweet spot, all hell breaks loose. And, fuck, would it ever... 


My eyes opened and | noticed that my vision had shifted: the next part of the Change. The sun was just now 
receding behind the purple jagged lines of the hills to the north, and it made the sky a brilliant shade of orange 
that deepened into red along the horizon The colors were all iridescent and glittery because my enhanced 
vision allowed me to see the stars that hovered just behind normal view--no, the sky had to go completely 


dark before the stars would show themselves to everyone else. 


| moved my hand to grab the door handle and saw that my nails had grown harder, spiky, black, and past the 
edge of my fingertips. Great. Now | had claws. But that was enough--hell, almost too much. | didn't want to 
shift any further than that, anymore would cause the Change to avalanche, and then I'd lose the rest of my 
human form. There were parts of that that | still needed. The nether regions, for one. Nothing like having a 
dick with barbs--that hurts for everyone, not just the receiver. | also wanted to keep my mouth. Human jaws 
can only rip small bits of flesh away. | mean, | didn't want to completely devour Chad, or even eat huge parts 
of him, because until he made the transformation himself he would have to cope with what was left of him. 
Wounds would heal, but amputations wouldn't. If he was nothing but stubs, that might drive him mad, and this 
whole thing is maddening enough on its own. Plus | needed to be partially human to keep my lips. You forget 
how important those are until they're gone. | wanted to take as much pleasure as | could during this whole, 
messy process, and | needed to have lips for that. | wanted them to slide over Chad's skin, to get coated with 
his blood And you need lips to suck, you know. That's the main part about being an animal | hated: there's no 
sucking. It's all ripping and chewing. And there's not one part on Chad's body that | didn't want to suck. | could 


do without ripping and chewing for the moment. Sucking, | could not. 


| fell out of Chad's Lamborghini as soon as | figured out how to get the door up. It took me awhile, though, 
because a brain in mid-Change, is a brain only half-human. Technology is kind of a stumper at that moment, 
you know? But within a millisecond | was on my feet, leaping into a sprint. The air shooting around me, through 
the reeds of grass and branches, whistled in my ears, but above that | could hear my heart pounding, even 
feel my blood charging and electrifying my muscles with each pulse. | tingled everywhere, including my groin. 


My cock was hard and pressing against the confines of my jeans. Yeah, it knew what was in store for us 


tonight. 


"Chadl!" | called out, not breaking stride. Miraculously, my voice was calm and composed despite the running. | 


felt my hair pulling behind me like a curtain does with a strong breeze. "Chad! Where are you, buddy?" 


There was no need to ask | knew exactly where he was. His scent still appeared like a red scarf, twining 
through the trees. | had to keep myself from rumning too fast, though, otherwise I'd catch him, and the chase 
would be over too soon. But luck was not on my side, was it? No. | heard something fall, maybe a large rock- 
no, softer, like a body, a thump, and it followed by a snap, something thick. a branch? Unfortunately | knew 
that's not what it was. No, it was the snap of bone, a thick one, and because the Change had seeped into my 
ears, | also heard a gasp--Chad's gasp--and a strained yelp. Fuck, he'd broken something. Didn't he know | was 
suppose to take care of all that? 


| settled down to a stroll's pace. No need to hurry. | knew Chad wasn't going anywhere. 


"Was that your leg?" | called out. "Please tell me that wasn't it, Chad. You know how much | like your legs.. and 
thighs.. and sinking my teeth into them." 


| caught a subtle whimper to my right. | turned my head in that direction, and because in this area of the 
hillside there was a drop off, | knew he was lying just below me. | looked down. Chad was being as still as he 
possibly could while hyperventilating and choking cries. | knew he was in extreme pain. The trembling of his 
chest led my eyes directly to him. He was lying next to a rock, partially on his side, facing up, his left leg 
curled beneath him. | smelled blood. The fractured bone, probably his tibia, had obviously punctured his skin. It 
began oozing, dark and glittery, from behind the bend in his jeans. 


"Ouch," | whispered. | knew Chad heard me. His breathing picked up even more pace. With a certain amount of 
concentration, | could hear his eyes clenching shut, squeezing a tear out. "It's okay," | said. "The Change will fix 


that: 


| took a blasé step to the right, which brought me down to Chad's level on the hillside. It was a good fall, but 


to me it was like taking the last two steps on the stairs at once. 
Preternatural powers. Gotta love ‘em. 


| got on my knees by Chad's side. Despite my body casting a shadow over his face, | still saw the glittered trail 


of his tears. 


"Jerry" It didn't come out of his mouth smoothly. There were little clicks in his breathing that my name 
stumbled through. It fascinated me, so | leaned down to get my face close to his. The smell of his breath 
intoxicated me like | was taking bottle hits. My head reeled. | was dizzy, almost shaking with need. | had to fight 


to keep control. 
"Say it again.. my name." 
"Jerry" His eyes searched mine. "What's wrong with you?" 


"What's wrong with me?" | asked. "There's nothing wrong with me. You're the one who's got something wrong 


with them. Your fucking leg's snapped in two-" 
"Your eyes." He gasped. 


| knew what my eyes looked like. After all, I'd peered into the eyes of the thing that'd passed whatever this 
shit was on to me. My eyes were still blue, but pale, almost white, with the iris shrinking to a black pinhole in 
the middle. They were a blind person's eyes, but | could see perfectly.. much more than perfect, even. With 
20/20 vision, in moonlight, | shouldn't have been able to see every detail of Chad's skin, each fine blonde hair in 
his mustache, each pore, each eyelash, and | certainly shouldn't have been able to see my own face reflected 


in the shimmer of his eyes. But | did. 

"Are you going to kill me?" 

| smiled. "No. Well, not intentionally, anyway. This is kinda new to me.. the, uhhh, not killing part, that is." 

Chad clenched his eyes shut, and | heard it like the sound of bed sheets sliding against each other. "Please... 


| smoothed my hand over the downy hair on his forearm. As | traveled my way towards his shoulder, my 
claws scraped his skin, scratched, and left four thin lines of his blood 


Chad hissed, wincing. 


‘Its okay," | whispered. "After awhile the pain goes away." Which was true. Shock is like that. Your brain wil 
only handle so much before it shuts down. It was like that for me, anyway. After the first couple of slashes, 
first couple of bites, everything went black. At least | was being gentle with him. | only wanted to hurt Chad a 
little. The whole thing with the snapped tibia, that wasn't my fault. Blame that on Mother Nature. Fuck, blame 
ALL of this on Mother Nature. I'm only doing what instinct tells me. 


| stretched myself out in the dirt in a prone position next to Chad. He was trembling. | noticed how cold his skin 
was as | snuggled up against him. Could've been the loss of blood. Could've been the shock. Either way | knew | 
didn't have much time. Fuck. That damn broken leg! 


| hate rushing this," | whispered. "You always find a way to spoil my fun." 
Chad's voice trembled. "lm sorry. Please don't kill me." 


My tongue flicked out and traced the line of his tears from his ear to his eye. | let my lips brush his cheek 


when | replied, "You'd be even less fun dead, Chad" 
"What.."-he started crying again- "do you want from me?" 


"Not much." | kissed my way back to his ear.. to his neck.. "Just all of you." | pinched my teeth on the fleshy 


nub of his earlobe. "Forever" 


| pushed my mouth against the side of his neck, yanking at his t-shirt to keep it out of my way. My senses 
were flooded with him: the moist, tender give of his flesh against my teeth, his musky sweaty smell, the 
arousing pace of his breathing.. his overwhelming fear. Okay, | really did want to eat him. If | thought it would 
keep me drunk on him forever like this | would I'd eat every single piece of him. I'd even eat the dirt he was 


lying on just to make sure | didn't miss anything. 
"Please..." He started crying again Snot and tear sludge rattled in his nose and throat. "It hurts..." 


"I know," | whispered. "But it is true what they say." | waited for a moment to see if he'd ask me what, but he 
didn't, so | finished anyway. "What doesn't kill you makes you stronger. And I'm about to make you tons 


stronger, Chad, stronger than you'd ever imagine." 


And then | bit down into him. He yelled and it reverberated against my teeth. Warm spurts of blood shot 
against the back of my throat and | moaned from the blissful sensation of it. No, heroin had nothing on this. 
No way. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and all | was aware of was the rhythmic spurt of Chad's 
carotid shooting sustenance into me, his heady musk filling my nostrils, his gorgeously pitiful cries filling my 
ears, and my cock rubbing against his thigh. | thought, despite all the pleasures, | could keep myself from 


tumbling into a full Change, | mean, it wasn't even a full moon, but | was wrong. 


Next thing | knew, | was writhing in the dirt next to him, his blood oozing out of the sides of my mouth, me 
screaming at the top of my lungs. "NOOIII!" 


That didn't stop it, though. Nope. One by one | felt the bones and joints of my body twisting and snapping out 
of place, putting itself in the position evolution told it to. It's a painfully slow process, and that's an 
understatement. Through it all you're pretty much helpless. Of course, my boy Chad, he ain't dumb. He saw his 
opportunity and took it. No, all he had to do to fuck me up was give me a push, and off | went, rolling down the 
hill, crashing through branches, bouncing off trees- the whole time my skin's bubbling and splitting so a thick 
pelt of blonde fur could sprout up, my bones were bending, my tendons shortening, my limbs elongating, my 
jaw and nose jutting inches out of my face. Yeah, it's just a wee bit painful. 


Finally, | came to a stop. | was a bloody, sweaty, hairy, oozy mess at the end of it. | may have even reformed 


my wolf body around a couple of broken rocks or something, them still being inside me, because something 


wasn't right. Okay. Yeah. None of this was right. | know. Shut up. That's beside the point. 


"Chad, you fucker!" | yelled. But it really only came out like, ‘HHOOWWL!' or ‘WOOOOF!". Hell, | don't know what | 
sounded like. I'm sure all the other woodland creatures where poking their little heads up, looking around like, 


‘What the fuck? Ahh, | didn't care what they thought. It's not like | was a permanent part of their family. 


| got steady on my feet (all four of them), shook my fur out, and sprang up, doing the best | could to get 
back to my prey. But like | said, something wasn't right. Each leap | made threw a sharp pain through my body, 
like something was puncturing my organs. It became increasingly obvious that the only thing | could do was 
walk, and that was going to be a slow drive up that hill. | didn't even know if | could make it there by sunrise. 
Then the thought occurred to me, ‘Oh shit. Chad will have bled to death by then. No, that wasn't good. 
Actually, it was worse than that. If someone found him, thought he'd bled to death, and then took him to the 
morgue... Oh no. How would | get his corpse out of there? It's not like they'd let me rip his toe tag off, and 
throw him over my shoulder like I'd purchased a slab of beef. Well, maybe for the right price they might. Of 
course, by then his name would be all over the headlines: ROCK STAR, CHAD KROEGER DIES FROM FREAK 
ANIMAL ATTACK IN HOLLYWOOD HILLS. Then the next day's headline would be: ROCK STAR, CHAD KROEGER'S 
BODY IS STOLEN FROM THE COUNTY MORGUE. 


Of course, | could let the chips fall where they may and wait until he came knocking on my door, clutching 
salvaged newspapers to his ass, wondering why the fuck he wasn't still dead. That might be a good idea, but 
then again, l'd have to get back up the hill to see if | even needed to worry about it. Hell, he might've still been 
lying in the dirt, bleeding, crying, bitching about leaving his Lamborghini on the side of the road. LOLI! | just now 
realized that! | made him leave his Lamborghini on the side of the road, RUNNING, with the keys in the ignition! 
| bet he wished he didn't have that bum leg so he could kick himself with it. LOL!! 


So, like | said, | had these sticks or rocks or whatever trapped inside my wolf body, and walking sucked because 
of it. In fact, Im takin’ kitten steps they hurt so bad. Nevertheless, | did finally get back to Chad, and it wasn't 
even dawn yet. But it wasn't Chad that | found when | get to that spot on the hillside. No, it was just a pool of 
his blood and some drag marks. Luckily enough, | could track Chad easily, and | followed his scent up the rest 
of the way up to the road, and surprise, surprise, the Lamborghini was still there, door open, and Chad lying in 
the street next to it, his head resting in the driver's seat. You gotta hand it to the kid, he's got spunk. And 
apparently some keen senses because something about me coming near woke him up. He raised his head to look 
at me and before | knew it he'd drug himself the rest of the way into the car and began punching the controls 


to make the car door come down. 
"NO000!!" | yelled, but of course to him, it was still just, "HOOWWLL!" 


| bound towards the car and saw Chad's tear stained face through the window, his neck and most of his cheek 
smeared crimson with blood. Because of my enhanced state the blood was glittery and hypnotizing like a 
stripper's gaudy nail polish. | couldn't look at him and not see the blood. | smelled it. God, | wanted it in my 
mouth! But despite the intoxicating bloodlust, just over the sound of Chad's wails | heard dripping. When | looked 


down, | noticed it was the sound of foam and drool dropping from my jowls and hitting the asphalt. Chad did 


always reduce me to puddles. 


"Nice dog," Chad whimpered, his eyes fluttering, trying to keep himself together. His voice was meek, barely a 
whisper. "Good boy...” 


| leapt out, throwing my front paws on the Lamborghini's window. Damn overindulgent Italian sports car! What 
did they put on there, bullet proof glass? | kept pounding on it, my claws scraping from the roof of the car 
down the door. Red paint sheered off in lines to the bare metal. Ooooo, pretty. 

"Nooooll" Chad cried. "BAD DOG! BAD DOG!" 

"Hoooowwlllll" | scraped my paws down the car's side again. 

Chad's face twisted up. "God damn you. You have no idea how much this car fucking cost me...” 
"HOooowwwllll" 


"FUCK OFFI!" he yelled. 


| sat back on my haunches, waiting to see what would happen next. It's not like | had anything better to do--| 


couldn't just reach my paw up and open the fucking door. 


| noticed what little bit of my saliva I'd left on Chad's neck had healed the carotid artery. Hell, it must have. 
He'd most certainly had been dead by now if it hadn't. | didn't see any blood shooting out of his wound. | 
wondered how bad his leg still was. If he was smart, he'd stretch that leg out and try to line up the bones. He 
might even be able to drive his car if it mended. No, no. What was | thinking? | didn't want him to be able to 


drive offl! Maybe the car had run out of gas. The engine wasn't running. Yea, a point for mel 

"Hooowwll!l" 

That's when | heard a gunshot. No, not a gun, but a rifle. And it was nearby. Fuck 

~BLAM~ another shot. 

| thought about running, but where would | go? Its not like a dog my size can just go prancing through the 
streets of LA and no one's going to notice. Hell, can you imagine if someone called Animal Control? | could just 


see my ass, naked, shivering, coming to in a cage at the SPCA. Yeah, that would be my luck! I'd be stuck with 
some poodle trying to hump my ass. 


~BLAM~ 


Shit, that one was closer. A LOT closer. Just under the pounding of my heart (and Chad's), | heard the sound 


of steps, crunching of dried leaves, sticks snapping, and the rattling of keys. It couldn't have been Chad's keys. 
No, this was from the other side of me. Someone was out in the woods with us, and they were coming our 
way. What was weirder was that although the noise sounded like human steps, they were moving closer at an 
alarmingly fast pace. My God, this person must have had legs six feet long! Before my doggie brain could come 
up with a good idea, a man stepped out from the woods. All | could make out was a bunch of camoflauge 
(yeah, that shit fucks with the brain-because it was just a jacket, this person looked like a head floating a foot 


in the air over a pair of jeans), artillery, and two dead rabbit carcasses swinging from this guy's hip. 

"Well, looky what we have here...” 

The voice, it sounded vaguely familiar. 

All of a sudden, Chad saw the motion, noticed it was a person, and just started freaking right the fuck out. 
"OH MY GOD!! FUCKIN'--RUNI!! SAVE YOURSELFl!! RUUUUNNNIII" He slammed his fists against the Lamborghini's 
window, his face twisted up, new tears streaming down his pretty face. "WOLF!!! RUUNNNIII! YOURE GOING TO 


DIE!!!" 


Despite all that, the man did not run In fact, | didn't sense any fear in him at all. | cocked my head to the side, 
trying to figure out what the hell was going on. Why wasn't | hackling up, wanting to slaughter this guy? 


"Now, it's not as bad as all that," the voice said. Steps drew closer, the clank of keys rattling like bells in my 
ears. "That looks like an awfully pretty dog to me." 


Dog? Was this dude high? When did anyone ever think a dog was six feet long, five feet tall? That was 
definitely some wacky weed that dude was smoking. | tilted my nose up in the air, but no ganja smell came to 
me. Something else did, though.. familiarity.. vodka? | narrowed my eyes, trying to get a better look. 

"Poochie, poochie." | heard the wet whistle sound of someone kissing the air. "Pretty poochie. Come here, boy." 
Oh no, that wanted me to rip the guy's throat out right here, but for some reason | didn't. No, | let the 
fucker just saunter up and pat my head. Did he not think it was odd that my head came up to his shoulder? 
The fuck? 

"I knew I'd find you here, Jerr. You are so fucking predictable." 

An overwhelming sense of gratitude swept over me. Each stroke of his hand down my back sent shivers 
through me. | rolled my head back and looked up into his face. Ahh, god, | knew who he was. My tongue flapped 
out, hanging over the side of my teeth. 


James. 


"OH MY GODII! GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE! RUN, JAMES!!! RUNNIIII" Chad screamed. Just underneath that, like 


frantic murmurs, | heard, My hero's going to dle right in front of my eyes. James Hetfield! SAVE HM! No. Don't 
sacrifice yourself. Yes. Save hm. Be a hero. No. FUCK THAT. Oh my god, was that Chad's thoughts? Was my 
mark giving me the ability to read his mind? 

James, standing beside me, patted my head. He smacked his lips and said, "Yep." 

What? 

"You sired him. You can read his mind." 

Oh my god, how could James know this? The fuck? How could he even hear me? 


"C'mon, Jerr. If you think real hard on that, you'll know the answer." 


Hetfield's hand patted me again, his nails sinking through the fur and scratching my skin. Only.. his nails.. they 


weren't nails.. they were claws. 


"JAMES!!!" Chad yelled. He finally shoved his face into his hands and began racking with sobs. "Don't die!" Aww, 


poor sweetie. 


"What do you think?" James asked, looking down into my eyes. Then he smiled. "Ah, never mind, | know what 
you're thinking-- just eat him, right?" 


Yeah. But | also thought about the fact that any moment now Sweet Cheeks would get the brain waves 


coordinated and would start the fucking car and drive away. 

"Nope." 

| looked back at James. He patted his black denim hip, making keys jangle. With each move of his hand | could 
smell vodka. When | recovered from the wave of his scent, | realized there was a black leather oval attached 
to those keys. In the middle of it was the Lamborghini insignia. Smiling, he took the key ring of his belt loop and 
clicked the beeper. The Lamborghini's driver side door whizzed and began lifting off the side of the car. 

James turned to look at me. "You thinkin’ what l'm thinkin?" 

| threw my head up and down, my best attempt at a nod. 


Then, in a voice that was not the voice of James Hetfield came barrelling out of his chest. "Dinner time." 


~fini~ 


